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from us, stationary, floating and riding easily, rising and falling with
the swell, sometimes looking round at us with his great bright eye.
It was the first seal I had ever seen wild, and I was delighted.

Grapes and claret on a grassy bank and we drove back to
Camborne reaching Rosewarne at 7.

We walked round the pretty flower gardens and fine kitchen
garden and visited the ferns and fruit houses. Dinner at 8 and a most
admirable conger eel. I had no idea conger was so good, or good
at all. As we drove away the church clock struck ten and the
granite pillars sparkled in the moonlight.

Home at midnight and hot supper, roast fowl.

Saturday, 6 August

Up at 6. Finished packing and rushed down the Truro drive to
get some sprays from the bush of white heather. The trees were
all dripping from early showers, the tears of the morning. The
morning was fresh cool and lovely and the beautiful place looked
more beautiful than ever.

H. drove me and my luggage to the first train, 7.35. A hurried
rush but we arrived a minute too kte. There was nothing for it but
to leave the luggage at the station and return to Tullimaar to wait
for the next train at 11.5 After the first feeling of annoyance and
disappointment I was gkd to have missed the train as it gave me
another pleasant morning.

The morning sunshine and shadows of the overhanging trees
chequered and dappled the fish pond, and the gold and silver fish
gleamed as they sailed from shadow into sunlight. Mrs. H. was
planting ferns, the Gurnard's Head Asplenium, in the potting house,
and I leaned on the window sill outside watching her and making
ker laugh with Cowper's 'Tithing Time'. 'The Parson merry is
and blithe' &c.

The second parting.

And so endeth a very happy time.

Monday, 8 August

Today came the news of the two battles of Forbach and Woerth
won by the Prussians on Saturday. 'France is reeling under two
fearful blows.* I read this sentence in the -Standard in the High St.
Chippenham whilst waiting for my Mother at Noyes* shop door,
in tie carriage.